

Q*. O thou well skildin curfes,ftay a while, 

And teach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

Q n.Mtr. Forbcare to fleepe the nights and faft the dales, 
Comparedcad happineffe with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fooler then he is, 

Bettring thy lode makes the bad caufer worfe, 1 
Reuolumg this, will teach thee how to curie. • 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

QzJM .Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine. 
T>n. W hy fhould calamitie be full of words? Exii Mar, . 
Q«. Windic atturnies to your Client woes. 

Aerie fucceeders of inteftate ioies, 

Poore breathing Orators ofmiferies, 

Lct'them haue febpe, though what they do impart, 

Helpe not at all, yet do they cafe the heart; 

‘Dac. If fo,then be not Cqong- tide, go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets' Another 
My damned fonne, which thy two fweet fonnesfmotherd, 

1 heare his drum,bc copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching withdrnmmtt 
dndTrumpett. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Duch. A fhc,that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in heraccurfed wonibe. 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done-. 

Q«. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The flaughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the diredeath of my twofonncs.and brothers: 

Tell me thou villainc daue, where are my children? 
Z>*c/&.ThoU rode, thou tode.wliere is thy brother Clarence: 
And little Ned Plahragenet, his fonne? 

Qy. Where is kind fJ<t^ings\Rtueri,Kaughatt.Gra)i 
King. A flourifti trumpets. ftrike alarum druuimes,; 

Let not the heauens heare tbcfetcl-talc women.. 

Railc on theXords anhoirited; Strike I fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me fairc. 
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oFITichard the third. 

Or with the clamorous report of war: 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

<J)u. An thou my fonne? 

King. 1,1 thank God, my father and your fclfc, 

‘Du, Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Du. I will be mild and gentle in my fpccch. 

Kin. And briefe good mother for 1 am in haft# 

Du. Art thou fo-haftiel haueftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,pain e and agonic. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

Du. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well. 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grecuous burthen w>as thy bvrth to me, 

Techie and waivvard was thy infancie, i . 

Thy fchoolc-daies frightful, defperate,wilde, and furious: 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous.* 

Thy age confirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trccherous. 

What comfortable houre canft thou name 
That eucr grac’t me in thy companie ? 

/c'/.Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of niy companie. 

If it be fo dilgratious in your fight, 

■ Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeake,for I fhall neuer fee the more. 
Kmg. Come J come,you are too bitter, 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer lookevpon thy face againet 
Therefore take with tlijL'e my moft heauic curfc, . 

Whichlie the day ofbattailet, ire thee more. ; 

Then all the compleat armor that thqgyvearft. 

My praiers on the aduafepattie fight*: 

And there the little foules of Edwards children, ... 1 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifc themfucc)e^iuid yiftqrie, 

K Bloudie 



